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	Friends, Failures and Fiendish Plots

**Of friends, failures and fiendish plots**

**Chapter One: Friends (I)**

**PERCY**

I took another look at myself in the mirror. Long, dark scraggly hair, green eyes and no brain. Oh… And, nothing on except a pair of pink boxers.

I sigh, turn around and _fish_ some pants out of my wardrobe, I grab a random top and shove it on, I attempt to fix my hair and run down the stairs. I grunt as I jump from the third step onto the wooden floor.

I swing myself round the banister and walk towards the kitchen, I don't smell aromatic fragrances of bacon or pancakes, I see a box of cereal, a bowl, spoon and a note from my mom.

I casually pour myself a bowl of cereal, finish the last of the milk and dunk my spoon in. The note is short:

_Percy,_

_Having some1 over 2nite. Make yourself scarce till 8. Love you. Pick up some doughnuts if you want…_

_Mom. Xoxoxo_

I grab the few dollars my Mom left on the counter, and put them safely in my pocket. I finish of my cereal, put on my coat that was resting on the sofa, sling my bag across my back.

I hop outside into the bitter cold and blazing wind. I turn around, and lock the door behind me. I stuff my hands in my pockets and decided to walk to school.

My phone vibrates halfway through the walk. I grab it, quickly and read the text. It was from Luke, my non-friend:

_LUKE_

_Hey P. Want to get ice cream or something after school. Been ages. Text back Y or N._

I smile, Luke and I have a horrible, complicated history. We became buddies in the first year of middle school, but once we got into high school, he just- like everyone else- changed. We didn't talk much, we still did, sure. But never like we used to. And so Luke got in with Jason and they quickly became friends and joined his posse, and so it was socially degrading to be seen with me, Percy Jackson.

We still saw each other out of school. But it's always OK. Never good… Or bad. Just OK. Which is how most of my life has been ever since high school. Strangeeeeeeeeeee?

I text Luke back after having a weird VS match in my head:

_PERCY_

_Y_

It took me a long time to press send, sometimes I think he's just going to sell me out to Jason- Jason and I are bitter enemies- and then I'll get ganged up on by, gods forbid, Frank, he's a slightly podgy bully who is Jason's right hand man.

Rumours are, Frank bullied a girl into going out with him: Hazel… Or something. But those are just rumours, right? And besides, who'd be so stupid to go out with someone so stupid.

Jason has always been my arch nemesis, and I know it may seem like I'm being dramatic; and that's because I am. I hate him and he hates me, I always was faster, stronger and better looking (he he). So, he got jealous.

And his father, Mr Moneybags decided to buy friends for him. And eventually they stopped wanting the money because they bonded… or something like that. I've been pranked multiple times and I've pranked him multiple times, only difference though is that he doesn't get taken round back of the school to have his head bashed in.

And so, Luke, wanting to be popular, like any other teen our age, joined the football team and joined Jason's friends group. He's been dating quite a few girls recently, all at the same time. But, as he admitted to me a week back, he has a serious thing for Annabeth Chase.

Chase is this know-it-all who just so happens to be beautiful- or so Luke says. Chase hangs out with Jason sometimes, they dated but I see no bitterness between them. Annabeth is independent, smart and beautiful and when she walks down hallways with her two friends by her sides, everyone hushes and parts ways to let them through.

Despite being a bitch, Annabeth seems nice, sort of, I guess… She has friends, she's rich and like I said smart. She's guaranteed to go to college, not that she'd need to pay as she's got a scholarship. But, two days ago she broke down in the canteen telling Piper and Zoe how she'd miss them.

Piper is also a big shot, she's currently dating Jason, not that it'll last long, they'll be going out together every night to a fancy restaurant. She doesn't seem that nice, she's never looked at me since we went out, after that night, her dad suddenly became rich as a movie star and became friends with Zoe Nightshade, who subsequently introduced her to Annabeth.

Zoe is the cool one of the three girls, she's hot and manipulative, yeah the _cool _one. Although, one time back in middle school when life was easier we went out. Not like properly. It was the last year of middle school and girls were all the rage. Zoe tricked me into going out with her, mom dressed me into some silly tuxedo that mom said I looked cute in, long story short she was in it for the candy. So, she became friends with Piper and was already friends with Annabeth because their Dad's owned a publishing company together.

Frederick Chase, Annabeth's dad and full-time publisher, he's rich and he can afford to buy Annabeth and her brother, Malcolm, anything they want. Last year, Annabeth was 'tricked' into host a party at her house by Zoe, when her parents were away. Zoe invited me secretly, I tried to blend in. Except I didn't and everything went to shit. Jason may have punched me in the face and in the gut and when he went for the balls, I side stepped and he landed in the coffee table, which just had to be glass.

Annabeth said she'd fix it if no one told anyone, this was the only time Chase ever spoke to me. After that party, rumours are that Piper felt bad for 'poor and innocent' Jason and patched him up. It's there, people think, were they arranged to meet for their first date.

_ Although, _me being me, I'm not really involved with the school's gossip. You see, I don't have any friends any more- actually, that's not true there is Nico. But he usually skips most days in fear of being bullied. He promised me he would turn up today. Turns out I can't trust him as much as I could last year. But who knows, he might turn up later.

Nico is full on goth. Or, not really goth. But he's got black hair, dark eyes (**A/N Is it bad I forgot what Nico looks like?**) and generally a nervous, sarcastic jackass. So me, me the nervous part.

I'm just lonely. At least Nico has his sister and when his sisters away, he can easily be mistaken for hanging out with the full-on goth kids. Whereas I cannot slip under the radar. Like at all. I've tried. I tried making friends with every single cliché clique known to mankind. Nerds, I'm not smart enough apparently. Geeks, I know nothing about geek culture and I've tried to keep away from those guys to prevent further verbal bullying from the band group. Speaking of, the band group.

I know, the band group? Yeah. Our music teacher forced some kids back in first year to form a jazz band and now, their best of friends. This doesn't help them from being total garbage at playing music, though. Plus, they hang out with the Stoners, *cough* Leo *cough*, so, I was out of their running. I didn't want to get stoned anyway.

Next up are the Drama kids. They're cool, I guess. They're definitely not my friends, and I uh, don't want them to be. But they are kind enough not to smack me round the face while reciting Shakespeare. Jeez. This is the same thing with the hipsters, though be careful they don't enjoy being labelled. We had breakfast this knee time. It went well, but I was scared away for ever once it was over. _They were ecologists as well_…

Then the Bros and Brodesses **(?)** and Party Animals. There was obviously no point in trying to make friends with them as they are way too close to Jason. And Jason hates my stinking guts.

Hippies. Jason is one of them. Ha ha, no he wasn't but he was pretty close and they just brushed me off like I was nothing same with the athletes.

And then there are the, huh? I guess there is no clique name for Annabeth, Zoe and Piper. Oh wait. Yes, yes there is. Mean fucking model type bitches. That sounds right…

And finally, the rockers. They're dicks. Okay…

I swivelled on my heel as I made sure my bag was on my back securely and headed inside the school gate. The walk towards the school was mind numbing, yeah, for all of thirty seconds. It was awkward there were these two kids in front of me sniggering about something. I couldn't help but think that they were talking about me. Urghhhh. Nah, they must just be talking about Jason's party last weekend. Thank god I didn't go to that one. Jason's dad caught almost everyone drinking beer. And Jason's dad being a big-shot lawyer, looks like I might finally have some fun with him… Luke got out through the window with Chase and Zoe. They quickly zipped up the lawn and over to the park. Or at least that's what Luke told me.

Zoe quickly ran off after spotting a taxi and planting a big kiss on Luke's cheek, which was extremely awkward seeing as his high school crush was right next to him. He tells me he said something stupid next, I told him he probably did. He walked Annabeth home and Urghhhh… Annabeth now knows how Luke feels. Ew.

As I pushed through the door into the densely packed hallway I noticed that everyone seemed to be looking at me, I shrugged it off, looked behind me; no one there, but I continued to my locked.

To my surprise Nico was standing there, filling his locker with stuff. "Hey dude," I say, trying to remain casual as all the eyes that were on my casually get back on with their somethings.

"Hi," he says quickly and shuts his locker, flips the key in the lock, pockets _that _key and turns on his heels. He quickly escapes, I didn't want to make a big thing out of it, but something is definitely off. Maybe I have a giant sticker reading 'kick me' stuck to my back.

I head off to the bathroom, I pass Jason on my way and give him a sour look. Jason laughs it off, alongside him are a few of his groupies, including Luke, he laughs too. Which, I have to admit hurts.

* * *

><p>Like I said, it happened as soon as we joined high school. The first day of school was the only day I had walked with someone other than Nico. But, as soon as we entered the grounds, people looked at Luke strangely. <em>What happened to Percy? <em>I heard them say. _My father died, is what. _I said. _Why is Luke friends with Percy?_ They asked. _Because Luke's father died too, is what. _And that's how it went. _Luke, I'm so sorry. _They told him, whisking him away from me. _Maybe we could buy you something. _Luke shook his head and said. _I've had enough sympathy. _Everyone nodded their head. No one would understand what he went through. _Would you like to sit with us? _The devil spawn, Jason himself asked. Luke too nodded his head. And like that he left. _Percy. _I heard someone say. I wasn't paying attention to anyone around me. _Percy Jackson, is that you? _I looked around to find a girl. Blonde and beautiful. I nodded my head. Her words washed out by the wind. But like that, the devil took the blonde too. And I was all left alone. Until the second year, _Jackson. _I heard Zoe say. I looked up from my place on the canteen floor. _What are you doing here? _I smiled half-heartedly, dumped my trash food in the trash and looked Zoe in the eye. Her gaze drew icy cold, I stepped back and left.

Okay, I told myself as I barraged through the canteen and out onto the grounds. No one here, I thought as I looked around. _Percy. _I heard to my left. _I'm sorry. I need to talk, so make your temper tantrum quick. _I looked around and found Luke. This was the first time we spoke in two years. I didn't say anything, just nodded, acknowledging his presence. We walked down to the shade of the trees down in the green.

_That was quite a scene, _he said, I disagreed: I didn't think so. I hummed sarcastically. _Look, _he started, _I want to be your friend. I'm sick and tired of this make believe about what's real, what's online and what's fake. I fear that if I build my walls around myself with people like them that one day they're gonna fall down around me a take me to Tartarus itself._ I don't say anything. _Percy, I want to be your friend. You're real Percy, the only person who was truly my friend was you. And I was selfish when I turned my back on you when we tricked you when you went out with Zoe. When we stole your money. But I didn't want that for my best friend. One day, Percy. It'll be different. We won't pretend we live in separate worlds, we'll follow each other on Instagram, _he chuckled at this one,_ we'll go out for doughnuts and coffee, if that's what grownups do, I guess. I won't pretend I hate you. And you won't stop being my friend, all right. Percy, I want to be your friend, again. Your best friend. _He reinstates. I nod, _and by the looks of things you need one now, _he kids. We exchange new numbers and go our separate ways. Him to his popular kids wondering where he went. And me to my island of isolation by the desolate monkey bars.

* * *

><p>I look back over at Jason who just laughed. I walk back towards him. "Hi Jason." I look over him for once as he sits, a hand around Piper and another resting on the bench. Entitled, he's chewing gum. He stands up, I don't budge, he spits his gum on the floor right next to my worn out shoes.<p>

"Hi Percy," Jason says as Frank is beating his own palms up behind him. _Is that intimidating? _"I didn't want to say anything with my girl with me," Piper looks disrespected, "but I don't like being disrespected and you looked at me very disrespectfully. Also, I hate your guts. Boys, do your worst." He looks over at Luke, Frank, a few other guys and Leo. Everyone else who surrounds beside him gasp, like fans of a pop musician. Annabeth and Zoe, who sat next to Piper begin to wiggle in their seat, sensing a fight. A one sided fight, yes.

Leo is this scrawny kid who 'helps' Jason with his homework and creating weapons that aren't strictly illegal.

"Excuse my language ladies," I say, I look at a retreating Jason ready to sit back down. "Too pussy to take me on yourself?"

"Hey dawg," Frank says, using slang to try to make himself seem cool. "he been disrespecting your authority. You better take this one Boss."

"Okay, Franky." He says, cracking his knuckles with aggression. But, before he can throw his first punch, Mr Blofis, some stupid English teacher bursts out into the corridor and stops me from _beating the shit _out of Jason because, just so you know, that is what would have happened.

"Boys." Blofis says sternly. "We don't tolerate threats in this school, Jason. See me after school." I smirk. "As for you Percy…" he looks down at me through his glasses. I break his gaze, "Bullying is not accepted either, see me after school too."

"Pffft…" He serious, I roll my eyes. "wha- what?" Everyone starts laughing at me. Luke, Annabeth, Piper, Jason, 'Franky', Leo, that girl Hazel, Zoe and every one of Jason's adoring fans. And a few of Zoe's fans too. So pretty much the whole school.

"Hmmm." Blofis says as he looks over at the rest of the crowd. "Silence." He says as he walks away.

"Good one, Percy. Bullying is not accepted in this school." He starts laughing cruelly as he walks away to his next lesson. As everyone leaves, Luke looks behind and stops. He raises his hands like he's going say something. He shakes his head and walks away with the rest of the _school._

Okay… I turn on my heels and decide to take the long way to Math. Urghh… great day so far.

* * *

><p>After that fiasco. I thought Math wouldn't get any worse. Turns out, I was wrong. Change of seats, which means I'll either be at the front because the teacher thinks I'm special or next to some nobody at the back of the class just so I get out of the teacher's way. Both are really, really, horrifically bad.<p>

But nothing could compare to this strange new torture method. I got sat next to Annabeth Chase. At first, I thought it would be a good thing, stare at her answers, stare at her figure or stare of into the distance not really caring. And I have an excuse: I'm a teenager, mother fuckers!

But no. It wasn't fun, for starters Chase was consistently covering up her answers; making it next to impossible to get any marks on the mock test the teacher cruelly gave us. Note: I said 'next to impossible'. Also, Chase was a fucking… Urghh. Okay, and lastly whenever I stared into the distance and out through the window, she looked over at me and said, "uh, are you okay. Do you, um have brain damage." I collected my papers together, started working and "no." And she always replied, still looking at her test, "oh, you understand English. Good I don't have to dumb it down for you."

"Whatever Wise-girl," I said, trying to be cruel. I roll my eyes when she replies:

"Wise-girl?" She hisses, she looks in my direction, I feel it. "Is that some lame attempt at what… stating the obvious. I'll take it as a compliment, Per- hmmm, Seaweed-Brain." Was she going to say my name? Wow, recognition.

"Hmmpf," But before I could utter another stupid line, the teacher walks over to our desk. I hear her click-clack of her heels as she stomps toward us. Annabeth flushes red, tucks a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear and fixes whatever was wrong with her blouse. It looked good to me… I mean. Whatever.

"You two," the teacher says, pointing a finger at only me. I make a gesture as if to say, _who, me? _"Yes you. I saw you, Mr Jackson talking to Miss Chase. Can I assume she was talking to you too?"

I kick back in my chair. "Sorry Ma'am, you're gonna have to ask her yourself." By this time all eyes are on us.

"Miss Chase," the teacher says, pointedly.

"Um… not really Ma'am."

I sense her discomfort, but before she can come forward, I stupidly say. "No ma'am, it was just me actually," Annabeth looked at me shocked, but to make it seem like nothing, I add, "I was telling her she was a pretentious bitch, which she is by the way."

There are collective gasps around the room. I'm escorted out, and out the corner of my eye I see Annabeth smile, still bright red though, continue with her work.

* * *

><p>So, on top of my detention with Blowfish, ha ha, I now have a week detention at morning break. Oh well, shit. <em>She can suck ma dick. <em>But not really, that teacher is hideous.

Annabeth grabbed my arm at the end of class and dragged me into the disabled toilet. Which, conveniently, is located next to the math rooms. This can only be good.

It was _not _good. It wasn't even slightly enjoyable. "What the fuck?!" She hisses, as she pins me against the wall.

"I like where this is going, but not now, Honey." I say sarcastically. She slumps against the wall and releases me.

"Don't flatter yourself, dick wad."

"Me? I think you should be thanking me for keeping your record flawless."

"Yeah, great." She raises her hands in the air and starts faffing about. "In the future someone won't hire me because I could have a detention with a math teacher. Thanks a lot Percy."

"Oh, so you do know my name."

"Everyone knows your name, you're the semi-hot swimming captain turned slightly crazy, sarcastic kid who wants to beat up Jason Grace at every fucking single fucking opportunity.

"You're putting it mildly." I say.

"You're back with the sarcasm. Thanks a bunch Percy. You really helped me out. What you gonna do now?"

"The sarcasm hypocrite. Woop!"

"Yeah, bye. And I hate you and were not going out if anyone asks, okay?" She slams the door and leaves.

"Now it makes sense she's just like everyone else: it's all about reputation."

* * *

><p>After school, I went to the English corridor until I found Blofis' office. Which took some time, mind you.<p>

"Sir." I say as I peek my head round the door.

"You're late." He says, putting on his glasses. I look around, I see no one.

"I see Jason is a no show."

"He came alright, I let him go because he came _on time._" Blofis gestures for me to take a seat. I sling my backpack of my shoulders, it skids on the floor and stops at the closest table. I sit. "But that's not why I wanted you two to come. You two seem to have difficulties living in the same school as one another."

"School. Pffft. More like universe."

"Right, Mr… uh."

"It's Jackson." I say. Blofis raises his eyes.

"Jackson. Hmmm." He doesn't say anything after this and any big speech about bullying I was about to hear didn't get spoken. "Just go. Stay out of trouble."

I nod, confused and jog for the front entrance. As I take the very long way home, conscious of my Mom's note of course, I ponder what it must be like to be Annabeth Chase.

Daughter… oh, bewbs. Um, no no, daughter of a publisher, tonnes of money, cooks and butlers at my disposal, what a boring life she has. She constantly goes to party has tonnes of followers and friends both online and offline.

* * *

><p>I take a deep breath and continue home.<p>

It all makes sense. Why Blofis let me off the hook. My mom said she was having someone over. I was scared the living daylights when I saw Paul Blofis, as I learned was his name, cosying up with my mom watching TV. *Sigh*

I headed upstairs and went to bed.

**A/N I know I could have ended on less of an awkward note and maybe could have split this into four separate chapters at a thousand words each. But, after a very long break I decided to write something and didn't have the energy to plan. So, I just wrote. If it seems like things are disjointed then they probably are.**

**The next chapter will be in Annabeth's perspective. It will Annabeth X Luke and Annabeth X Percy. I will be updating '… And this is not a sad story' eventually. But I don't really feel motivated to continue it. **

**I will be getting to a stable point in this story before continuing my other story. Thanks for reading. Leave a review to tell me what you feel about the story, please leave criticism and things I can improve on. I just love the criticism! JK**

**THANKS.**


End file.
